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Shyama Charan Lahiri Mahasaya of Banaras. Swami
Maharaj was the founder of several Yogoda Satsanga
(Self-Realization Fellowship) centres in India, and was
the great inspiration behind the yoga movement which
was carried to the West by Swami Yogananda, his prin-
cipal disciple. It was Sri Yukteswarji's prophetic pow-
ers and deep realization that inspired Swami Yogananda
to cross the oceans and spread in America the message
of the masters of India.
"His interpretations of the Bhagavad-Gita and other
scriptures testify to the depth of Sri Yukteswarji's com-
mand of philosophy, both Eastern and Western, and
remain as an eye-opener for the unity between Orient and
Occident. As he believed in the unity of all religious
faiths, Sri Yukteswar Maharaj established Sadhu Sabha
(Society of Saints) with the co-operation of leaders of
various sects and faiths, for the inculcation of a scientific
spirit in religion. At the time of his demise he nominated
Swami Yogananda his successor as the president of Sadhu
Sabha.
"India is really poorer today by the passing of such a
great man. May all fortunate enough to have come near
him infuse in themselves the true spirit of India's culture
and sadhana which was personified in him."
I returned to Calcutta.   Not trusting myself as yet to
fo to the Serampore hermitage with its sacred memories,
summoned Prafulla, Sri Yukteswar's little disciple in
Serampore, and made arrangements for him to enter the
Ranchi school
"The morning you left for the Allahabad mela? Pro-
fulla told me, "Master dropped heavily on the davenport.
" 'Yogananda is gone!* he cried. 'Yogananda is gone!'
He added cryptically, *I shall have to teU him some other
way*. He sat then for hours in silence."
My days were filled with lectures, classes, interviews,
and reunions with old friends. Beneath a hollow smile
and a life of ceaseless activity, a stream of black brdod-
ing polluted the inner river of bliss that for so many
years had meandered under the sands of all my percep-
tions.
"Where has that divine sage gone?'* I cried silently
from the depths of a tormented spirit.